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"I really think Norton is getting a good deal like
Coward," Louisa remarked.

Susan made a wry face.    " How dreadful!"

Her half-sister smiled weakly and returned to her
letter. She wrote: " Susan is here. You will remem-
ber her, I expect. She was the one who told Robert
to his face that he was a bore, you know. She still
comes out with the most awful things."

From over his weighty book, Hemingby looked
across at his wife.

"I'm not sure that Louisa's wrong/' he said quietly.

Susan looked back at him. She valued Hemingby's
opinions in secret, but on principle disparaged them in
public.

"What do you mean? " she enquired, with a show of
truculence.

Charlotte's Duke had a flash of insight.    "I notice
Susan always says 'What do you mean?' when she's
in a corner and wants to gain time," he remarked
peeping diffidently at Hemingby round his nose.

No one took any notice so he subsided again.

"Norton's getting on in years," Hemingby pro-
ceeded, pursuing the even tenor of his thought. "He
must be thirty, I suppose. And he certainly has an
air of wisdom and responsibility sometimes that
definitely recalls Coward's." To Susan alone, he
might have said "pomposity" instead of "responsi-
bility." But Hemingby was constitutionally dis-
creet. Hence, possibly, his mating with Susan.

Charlotte came in again and resumed her needle-
work.

"What do you think about Norton, Charlotte?"
Susan asked her, with veiled derision.

"Me?   About   Norton------?"   She  was   put  into